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p ROL O GU E. 
Spoke by Mr. Wilks. 


N this ſmall Tra& of Boards, this Timber Plain, 
| Where Mirth and Sadneſs take their Turns to reign : 
We ſtrive to pleaſe a thouſand different Ways, 
And ſhew the Buſineſs of Mankind in Plays: 
What Loves have we inſpir'd * What Virtues taught ? 
What Wrongs redreſs'd * What bloody Battles fought ? 
The Tragic Muſe has with unweary'd Toil, 
Thro ev'ry Age, and every diſtant Soil, 
Search'd after Heroes ; ranſack'd Greece and Rome, 
And rais'd our Britiſh Monarchs from the Tomb. 
Of all the Great, unhappy Names of Ola, 
There ſcarce remains one Story now untold. 
This Night, two Lovers of our Age we ſhow, 
A ſad true Tale, a Modern Scene of Moe; 
Yet, that our Heroe may affe# you more, 
We bring him from the diſtant Turkiſh Shore + 
Then, think not that the Theme too freſh appears; 
A thouſand Leagues, are like a thouſand Years. 
Oar honeſt Author frankly bid me ſay, 
"Tis to the Great Racine he owes his Play: 
When Rome in Arms had gain'd immortal Fame, 
And proudly triumph oer the Grecian Name, 
Her Poets copy d what Athenians writ, 
And boaſted in the Spoils of foreign Wit: 
Why then ſhou'd Britons, who ſo oft have broke 
The Pride of Gaul, and bow'd her to the Yoke ; 
Be blam'd, if they enrich their native Tonguo 
With what the Gallick Muſe has greatly ſung : 
At leaſt, tis bop'd, he'll meet a kinder Fate, 
ho ſtrives ſome Standazd Author to tranſlote, 
Than they, who give you, without once repenting, 
Long-labour'd Nonſenſe of their own inventing. 
Such Wags have been, who boldly durſt adventure 
To Club a Farce by Tripartite-Indenture : "dy 
But, let them ſhare their Dividend of Praiſe, 
And their own Fools-Cap wear, inſtead of Bays, E PI. 
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There but One Man dares hunt, or bruſh a Feather ; 
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Spoke by Mrs. Santloa. 


And wake with Pleaſure from a Dream of Grief ; 
When Bajazet bad left his Dear behind him, 

® You ſee bow mich in haſte, ſhe dy d to find bim: 
_ me to the Turks for laſting Love, 

When once on Earth begun, it never ends above. 

— But there's one Blot, the Criticks may inſiſt on, 

They' Il ſay, we make our Turk too good à Chriſtian + 

They are not quite ſo bad as you believe, 

You talk of Vertue, but they vertuous live. 

Even the Seraglio, flock d with Royal Game, 

Is not ſo vile in Practice, as in Fame; 7F 


. IES, you new perhaps may want Relief, 
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And be, perbaps, ---- no mighty Sportſman neither : 
That Place ---- believe me Chriſtians, tis moſt true, 
Is chaſter than a Nunnery with you. 

-=--- Yet wherefore ſhou'd I boaſt ? the Turbant Sway 
Is abſolute ----- -- they tremble and obey : 

—— Ay ---» "tis @ comfortable Thing to be, 
Whate'er you think on't, Britiſh Ladies, free : 

Yes, England is the Paradiſe for Beauty, 

Here not one Heart i'th' Iſland but is true dye, 
You, to your laſting Glory diſapprove 

All Tyranny ------ that does not riſe from Love. 
Here but. One Man is Maſter of One Wife, 

No Slave, but his Companion during Life ; 


Takes 
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Takes ber to Church, gives ber 4 Ring and Purſe ; 
To have and bold, for better and for worſe : 
Nay, if the Freeborn Woman takes @ Fancy, 
In a cloſe Hack, to ſip @ Dram of Nantcy ; 
Or with 4 Friend, to eat a Bit in private, 
"Tis what wo Man of Senſe but dees Connive at. 
Ves, be's oblig'd by Law, while be reſi des 
Is Withis four Seas, to keep what ſhe provides. 
| You've Balls --- Aſſemblies --- Maſquergdes and Plays, | 
And all your Bridal Years --- are Hege ; 
B. Well ------ o my Conſcience, were there nought to ſtop 
A Their Flight ; - the whole Seraglio wos Elope ; | 
* Attempt to Rival you, in all your Charms, | 
- | And tate 4 Refuge in the Britiſh Arms : 
= There where the Sultan, their balf-vanquifh'd Lore, 
Flies for Protection from Eugenio's Sword, 
Io diſtant Britain's Prince, who wiſe and great, 
4 In egual Balance, holds Europa's Fate : 
From him contending Nations ſeek Redreſs, 
He bids, like Jove, the warring Thunder ceaſe, 
Ang regulates this ſhatter'd Orb in Peace. 
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Perſons of the DRA N 4 


Bajazet, Brother to Sultan Amurat. Mr. Booth. 


Roxana, The Sultaneſs. Mrs. Porter. 


þ 


Atalida, A Daughter of the Hquſe of z Mrs. Oldfield 4 
Ottoman. 1 
Acomat, Grand Vizier. Mr. Mills. F 
Oſmyn, Creature of the Vizier. Mr. Rian. F 
Zatima, Slave to the Sultaneſs. Mrs. Baker. , Icom 
Zara, Slave to Atalida. Mrs. Garnet. ; 
SCENE 


Conſtantinople (formerly called Byzantium) within | 
the Seraglio of the Grand Seignior. 
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A comat, 05 — 


RE RE, 0/my, we may reaſon un- 
SY ESL] LE, Ofon 5 F 
| The Sultaneſs, from vonder high 
rais'd Terras, 
Fu 0 Views the wide Euxine, and en- 

x joys the Breeze. 
.* Oſm. Where am 1, Vizier ! Whither do you lead me? 
is Death to breathe within cheſe Walls ; this Place 
Pur Earthly Gods hold Sacred: The Seraglio 
Ws fenc'd by Mahomer's ſevereſt Laws: 
AT is Sacrilege, tis Height of Prophanation, 
For vulgar Feet to tread where the dread Race 
Df Ottoman is form'd— But tell me, General, 
How durſt thoſe tongueleſs Slaves, who guard this 
n dreadful Silence open to your Signal? (Palace 

dare no further preſs. 

E Acom. Yet check a while 
Thy curious Fears: I am thy Guide. Say, O/mn, 


B Why 


. 


in 
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2 The SULTANESS. 
Why didſt thou ſuffer Acomat thus long 
To wait thy needful Preſence in Byzantium ? : 
What Seas, what Sands, what Dangers haſt thou croſsd 
To ſerve thy Friend? What Tidings of Importance . 
What Secret doſt thou bring? What of our Army? till 
What of our Sultan knoweſt thou? Open all. : 
Speak, Oſmyn : Eaſe my impatient Heart: T hy «v1 
Thy Viſier's Fate, the Fate of a whole Empire 
Lies in thy Breaſt, and hangs upon thy Words. 

Oſm. Still Babylon ſtands faithful to her Prince: 

Unſhaken yet, ſhe ſees our Turban'd Hofts 4 

Surround her Walls. Mean time the Perſians arm: 

From-ev'ry Side their num rous Bands advancing, 

Move to her Aid, and each ſucceeding Morn 

Gain on the Sight, and thicken to the View, 

The Sultan weary d with a fruitleſs Siege, 

No more renews his vain Aſſaults; reſolv'd 

To wait their Arms before their lofty Bulwarks ; 

In one deciſive Hour to try his Fate, 

And fix at once the Empire of the Eaft, 
Acom, Go on, my Soldier; I am all Attention. 
Oſin. Since that, Ilittle know. Long tediousLea 

Divide this City from the Camp; each Day 


| A 
80 But 


New Obſtacles have croſs d my ſpeedy Courſe, 0 
And intercepted all my Diligence. | ig 
Acom, How do our Gallant Janizaries bear 0 
Their great Imperial Maſter's jealous Eye? | To | 
Or is the Homage which they pay, ſincere? * 
Oſm. Proud Amurat puts on a pleaſing Look, on 
And ſeems ſecure of Conqueſt ; but in vain * — 
He ſmooths his troubled Brow ; the thin Diſguiſe 2 5 
Serves but to render him yet more ſuſpected, F = 
In vain he courts his hardy Janizaries: on 
Their Hearts are inacceſſible: They think, IT 4 
And think with ſecret Malice, on the Attempt Of 
The Sultan made to break their Gallant Troops. Ik 
They fear him, Sir; and whom they fear, they hate - * 


I know they murmur at their Vixiers Abſence; 


\ An q 


And oftentimes tegret thoſe Days of Glory, 

When you conducted them to certain Conqueſt. 
roſs d Acom. Doſt thou then think, dear Oſmn,thole bleſs d 
ince , Pays 
ny 2 till ſwell their Hearts, and make them full of me? 

Think ſt thou they ftill will follow where Ulead, 
und recognize once more their Vixier's Voice ? 

3 0/m. Fortune alone will regulate their Conduct: 
f happy Amurat ſhould prove victorious, 
e: Towly they'll cringe, and bow with baſe Obedience. 
But, if hard Fate ſhould blight his blooming Glory, 
n: And make the Foe prevail, to their Diſgrace, 
> Reſtiff and Mutinous they'll loudly murmur, 
Sy And call the Chance of War a Stroke from Heav'n. 
But ſay, my Vizier ; for three Moons are wain'd 
Fince thro the Camp, a doubtful Rumour ſpread : 
ZTwas ſaid a Slave then poſted to Byzantium, 
, MEhargd with ſome ſecret Meſſage of Importance, 
Pur Hearts all crembl'd for young Bajaxet; 
e fear'd thoſe Orders brought him certain Death ; 
\n. That jealous Amurat requir d his Head. 
yr e Aen. The Slave arriv d, produc'd his fatal Orders: 
But all in vain.— 
Z Oſm. What! were they not obey d? 
How will he dare to lift his guilty Eyes 
To his dread Maſter's Face? How will he dare 
To tell him his Commands were diſobey d? 
3 Acom. That Slave is now no more: In the deep 
Plung'd, he reſts beneath the Waves. ( Euxine 
= Oſm. — — Hah, Vizier! 
FX Twas raſhly done. Stern Amurat impatient, 
Will ſearch the Cauſe, and ſoon chaſtiſe the Inſult, 
How will you anſwer this? 
Acom. I have not Time 
To think on ſuch a Trifle. Cares more weighty, 
Of more Importance, fill each buſie Moment. 
ate} I know fierce Amurat has ſworn my Ruin: 
O/myn, when he returns, I die. The Sultan 
And 1 | B 2 Has 
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Tis fatal to be near ally'd to Thrones, 


SUL TANESS. 


Has labour d to eſtrange the Soldiers Hearts 
From their old er — Yes, he ſeeks the Field, 
The bloody Field, without his Vizier's Aid, 
And leaves me here to drone away my Days 
In Idleneſs and Eaſe, the fat Lieutenant 
Of Luxury and Wealth, this City's Ruler. 
But I more worthily employ 'd my Leiſure ; 
Have wrought him weighty Toils ; a thouſand Cares 
A thouſand Fears, as many jealous Doubts 
Shall break at once upon his Quiet, Oſmyn. 
The glorious Treaſon ſoon wi reach his Ears, 
And fting him to the Soul. | 
Oſin. What have you done? 
y Soul's alarm'd, 
Acom, This Day, this very Day, 
Roxana will declare for Bajaxet, 
And place him on her abſent Sultan's Throne. 
Oſm. Roxana, Sir, whom Amurat has choſe, 
And ſingled from the Beauties of the Earth? 
The brighteſt Virgins of the Female World 
Shine in his Court ; yet he prefers Roxana: 
Her Charms alone prevail d to fix his Love ; 
Therefore ke itil'd her Sultaneſs and Queen, 
E're yet ſhe paid the wonted pledge, an Heir g 
To prop the Throne, and lengthen out his Race, 
The Race of Ottoman, our Prophet's Lineage. y 
Acom Yet farther does he honour her, ſhe Rules f 
During his Abſence with unqueſtion d Power. 
hou know'ft our Empire's jealous Policy; 
A Brother ſeldom ſees his Brother Reign, 


- _ 
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Secure of Life, his Brother Ibrahim, 
Not conſcious of his Birth, breathes liſtleſs on; 
Abancon'd to the Hands that reach him Food, 
nworthy equally to Live or Dye. 
ut Bajuzrt, with nobler Spirits warm'd, 
:mploys the Sultan's Envy and his Fear: 
hat Godlike Princg diſdaind to "only his Youth 


It 
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In flothful Eaſe; even from his Infancy 
Has he been train'd in Camps to Manly Toils. 

I taught him firſt to wield the ſhining Sabre. 

Thou haſt beheld him ruſh into the War, 

And puſh the firm Battalia; thou haft ſeen 

Pur Gallant Fanizaries catch his Fire, 

And turn the doubtful Battle: Big with Glory, 

Pſt have I preſs'd the Hero in theſe Arms, 

IV hen his warm Heart was fluſht with that ſweet Joy, 
Which the firſt Conqueſts give a youthful Warrior. 
O. Oh, that his Virtues grac d our Prophet's Throne! 
Acom. His Virtues have made Amurat his Foe; 
Ind tho' he has not lopp'd this only Hope, 

This Promiſe of the Race of Ottoman; 

Pet baſely clos'd within theſe Walls he keeps 

The Youth a Pris'ner, and has made his Life, 

That Life on which our Moſques, our Prophet's Houſe, 
Pur Laws, our Empire hangs, to hold its Being 
Precarious on a Homan's Will: Roxana 

Keigns abſolutely Miſtreſs of his Fate. 

Therefore concealing my Deſigns, I wrought 
The Queen to favour Bajazer. At firft 

gave her Doubts, and fill'd her Mind with Fears: 
I ſhow'd her Amurat's Return uncertain, 


ez 


„ The Strength and Numbers of the Perſian Hoſt, 
The Murmurs of our Camp, the Chance of Arms: 
les I mourn'd the Prince's Fate: I ſet before her 


His Godlike Form, his Youth, his Manly Soul : 

Ine ſigh'd and catch'd the Paſſion as 1 ſpoke, 

nd from that Moment wiſh'd to fee her Pris'ner. 

7 Oſm, How durft ſhe break at once thro' all thoſe 
7 Guards, | 
hoſe watchful Eyes obſerye this awful Palace ? 


Acom. Thou may'ft have heard perhaps a faithleſs 
Rumour | 


Lan thro Byzantium of the Sultan's Death: 
Lxave With her Fears improy'd th' Alarm; 
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65 The SULTANESS. 
Within this Palace all was in Confuſion, 3 
The People call'd for Bajazer to Reign: 4 
Then, then his Life grew dangerous to the Sultan, 
Roxana ſaw the Prince, nor cou'd conceal | 
The fatal Orders given by Amurat : 
She ſhow'd young Bajazet, his Death, his Life 
Depended on her Will. Roxana's Eyes 
Betray'd her Pafſion, ſoon the Priſoner ſnatch'd 
The bleſsd Occaſion, and ſecur'd his Life. | 
All Things conſpir'd ; their Loves, their Fears, thei 
Intereſt, „ 
To join their Hearts and to unite their Counſels. Abd h 
Oſm, What: Does the whole Seraglio know thei i 
Loves? = 
Acom. Not the moſt watchful Mute ſuſpects che if 
Paſſion. =... 
The fair, the ſoft Atalida receives | 
His ardent Vows, and bears them to Roxana : 
That Virgin, to our Prophet's Houſe ally'd, -j 
Bred with the Prince, and Nur, d within theſe Wall 
Aſſiſts the Lovers to conceal their Flame, Aon 
And feigns that Tenderneſs Roxana feels; 0 
While Bajaxet and the Sultana Queen 
Both promiſe the young Princeſs to my Vows, Fondue 
Oſm. How, Vizier ! are you grown a Lover thenee fre 
Acom. Canſt thou believe, dear Oſmyn, at this AgWnfolg: 
Ill ſerve a vile Apprenticeſhip to Love, Mithou 
And to a Woman's Will inthral my Manhood? ur E. 
Think'ſt thou this Heart, fteel'd with Fatigue ar fait 
Years, M. Spe 
Harden'd in thirty Winters Camps, can ſtoop * 
To ſigh and whine and dote upon a Face? 
No, no, thy Vizier tiſes in his Views, 
A more exalted Paſſion fires my Breaſt. b 
I love in her the Blood from whence ſhe ſprings; 
Atalida will, by her Name, ſecure 
My tow'riag Hopes; from theſe old Loins may ri 
An Hen to mount the Throne of Mahomet ! 


of 
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2 of. Oh, my lov'd General, greatly have you laid 
The glorious Scheme; it animates my Soul, 

n. 4com. Thou know'ſt, our Sultans of their Viziers 

] jealous, 

hro' Fear or Avarice cut ſhort their Days. 

o' Bajaxet now courts me as his Friend, 

(For Danger wakens Love) yet he, this Bajazer, 

Ince fix'd upon the Throne, may lay me by, 

idle Inſtrument of no Regard. 

hei nd ſhould my Councils thwart his Sov'reign VVill, 
Or ſome untoward Humour ſtir his Choler, 

Ia he demand my Head — I ſay no more, 

hei Fer not fail in Duty to my Prince, 


r forfeit the Great Truſt I hold beneath him: 
hei igt if, in fome capricious Mood, his Power 
mmands me not to Be — I boldly own, 
Im not of that ſlaviſn vulgar Make, 
Tb kneel, and bow my Head, and bleſs the Bowſtring. 
30/m, Bravely reſolvd — but wherefore wait we 
4 here? 
Acom. Behold this Place, that private Portal opens 
On the Sultanas Bath ; hither a Slave, 
Thro' choſe dark winding Labyrinths that we paſs'd, 
Bonducted firſt my Steps: and here Roxana, 
heiee from importunate and buſie Spies, 
AgWnfolds her ſecret Soul, and hears my Thoughts 
Mithout Reſtraint: Behold, ev'n now ſhe comes; 
Mur Empreſs comes; and with her Fair Atalida, 
e ar faithful Friend. Stay, Soldier, and ſupport 
IF >peech, while I relate the News you bring. 
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The SULTANKESS. 


SCENE II. 


Acomat, Oſmyn, Roxana, Aialida, Zatima and Zara 


Acomat to Roxana, 

Truth does at laft accord with publick Fame: 
Oſ-yn has ſeen the Sultan and his Army. 
Proud Amurat, diſſatisfy'd and cruel, 
Has loſt the Soldiers Hearts: They londly call 
For Bajazet to reign. The Perſian Armies =_ 
Are on their March, the Battles ſoon muſt joyn. Is fu 
Perhaps ev'n now, on Babylon's wide Plain, 3 
The mingling Squadrons bleed. Let us declare Thi. 
For Bajazet, and fave our ſinking Nation. 1 
The People idolize his very Name; 
They know his Vertue is his only Crime: 4 
I have inflam'd their giddy Minds with Rumours; Wo f 
That Amurat difdains this antient City, 4 
And will remove his Preſence and his Throne 


Far from Byzantium. Now, Roxana, now, tl 
Produce the Sultans bloody Orders. Haſte, as 

Shew to the Peoples longing Eyes a Prince, Fri 
Whoſe Godlike Form intitles him to Empire. ave 


Rox, Tis well! I will perform what 1 have put w 
Brave Acomat, aſſemble all your Friends; (min ſec 
And let me know their final Reſolutions. Pid h 
Ti ſee the Prince once more. I know not yet Ind d 


But he diſdains that Empire which I offer ; f pr. 
For his cold Heart ſeems not to court my Bounty. Ard 
Go, and return with ſpeed. e — \ 
| tell t 


ſhall 
Ata. 
Roxa 
his y 
Ata. 


SCENE III. 
Roxana, Atalida, Zatima, Zara. 


Rox. Atalida ! 


This Moment ſhall decide my Deſtiny, 18 


= — — 


The SUL tANESS. 9 
| My Mind has long been rack'd with doubtful Hope. 
2 The Prince this Moment ſhall declare his Love; 
= To me declare. 
4% Ata. Roxana can you doubt it? 
Haſte and atchieve your glorious Work; oh raiſe 
rde godlike Youth to Liberty and Empire, 
Now while the Day yet lives, to Morrow's Sun 
Fs Liberty, his Life, may not be yours, 
It haughty Amurat returns victorious, 
q Your Bajaxet muſt bleed. Oh think on that. 
. Po not ſuſpe& his Heart; your eager Love 
Is full of groundleſs Fears, Th anſwer for him. 
X RKoxa. You then ſhall anſwer for him. Speak, Atalida, 
ET hinkſt thou his Love ſincere ? 
4 Ata. Your gencrous Care, 
4 hat you have done, what you have Power to do, 
Mis Danger and his Duty, all conſpire 
rs; | To fix his grateful Heart. Oh can you think, 
our bounteous Love will ever die within him? 
Roxa. Wou'd Heaven, for my Repoſe, I cou'd not 
think it 
as Love once touch'd his Heart > How oft, my 
Friend, 
ave I receiv'd from thee his tender Vows ? 
zut when, aſſur' d and pleas'd, I ſaw the Prince 
n ſecret ; ſay, my dear Atalida, 
Did he not ſeem all frozen? Cold Eſteem 
And diſtant Homage were the only Pledges 
Pr promis'd Love. Where was that youthful 
; 4 Ardor, 
1 ith which you flatter d my believing Heart? 
tell thee, * re I give him Life and Empire, 
[ſhall require more ample Proofs of Love. 
Ata. What more can you require? 
Roxa. He ſhall eſpouſe me. 
his very Day Tl! Fo his Queen, his Wie. 
Ata. His Wie! — Good Heav'n, how deſperate 
is your Purpoſe ! 
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The SULTANESS. 


Roxa. Iknow our Empire s Laws are ſtrong 182100 
me. | 

Proudly they ſpeak, the Race of Ottoman 
Shall ne'er be ſubject to the Bonds of Wedlock. | 
Tho midſt that Blaze of Beauty that attends him, 
Our Sultan ſometimes ſtoops to chuſe a Fav'rite; | 
Yer ſtill no Royal Honours grace her Bed : At 
The Slave receives a Maſter in her Arms. 
And when her Youth hath ſtrengthen'd with an Heil 
The Throne of Mahomer, this empty Name 
Of Sultaneſs is added. —_ 

Atal. ——>— —— Amurat I 
Diſdain d that you ſhou d owe to ought but Love, 4 
Your Titles. He has cloath'd them too with Powell = 
And made you Miſtreſs of his Brother's Life. q he 

Rox a. Yet Amurat, bound down by Forms of Lawi;® 
Durſt not crown all his Benefits with Marriage 
The only Bleſſing my Ambition courted. g 
This I expect from Bajazet : for him 1 
My Heart, my Friends, my Soldiers, People, Mutcy 
The Vizier, all are Traytors. 

Ata. Can you think 
To fave diſtreſsful Virtue is a Crime? ; 

Roxa. Will he refuſe to break this odious Law > Phou 
Will he not join his Hand with mine in Wedlock : Zan 
Shou d he once pauſe or trifle with my Paſſion, 
That Moment, without thinking how I love, 1 
Tho' Death, Deſpair attend me, I'Il ſhake off q 
Theſe fond Deſires; and plunge him headlong douſ th 
The deep Abyſs, that Dungeon of Diſtreſs, 
From whence my Love has rais'd him. Go, Atalid 


Tell him, his Fate depends on his Compliance. 77 
Ata. Tl bring you his Reſolves. , 
Raxa. No, no, your Tongue oy 

Expounds what he ne'er means. I'll ſee the Prince 015 

Tell him that Interview, that Point of Time, 5 K 

Shall make us bleſs'd or wretched both for ever. LE 4 
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SCENE IV. 
Atalida and Zara. 


Ata. Zara, Tis done, Atalida is loſt. 
Zara. Yet think, — —— 
W 4ta. Alas, my Ruin lies before me: 
And now my only Hope is my Deſpair. 
= Zara. But recollect. 
Ata. Didſt thou not hear Roxana? 
i ow hard the Terms on which his Life depends ! 
Whe ſays the Prince ſhall periſh or eſpouſe her. 
he ſubmits to wed her, (Killing Thought!) 
Mo can I bear his Loſs ? Shou'd he refuſe, 
e dyes ---- Alas, how can I bear his Death ? 
28 My Princeſs, you muſt ſtill employ your Art 
o feed Roxana's Paſſion with falſe Hopes. 
Ata. The Queen till now rely'd upon my Faith; 
oncented by my Eyes to ſee the Prince, 
And hear him by my Speech --- Oh Zara! Friend! 
am to blame (tho' Love and Bajazet 
TY $hou'd both excuſe me) to betray Roxaua. 
k > Zara. Think on your Rival's Power, and act with 
Caurion. 
Ata. My Rival! — Heaven: What has the Ty- 
rant's Power | 
o do in Love? Are not our Souls united ? 
efore this fatal Paſſion ſeiz d Roxana, 
lov'd the Prince; his Wiſhes all were mine. 
early Infancy our Loves began, 
End like Sepulchral Lamps, the ſacred Flame 
las burnt in ſecret, clos'd within our Breaſts, 
W is true, I join'd with her in all her Cares 
o ſave his Life: When ſhe no ſooner ſaw 
he Godlike Man (as who unmov'd can ſee him) 
but all her Pride was ſoften'd into Love. 
N! urpriz'd, he bow'd, and gr ls her for eds 
2 n. 


wel 


= | 
© 


4 | 
* 


ate | 


douſ 


ali 


nee 


rn — 


-» — 


12 The SULTANESs. 


Unmerited, unſought; cou'd he do leſs ? 
But ſhe, deluded by her eager Paſſion, 
Miſtook his Courteſy, and call'd it Love. 

Me, ſhe confided in ; and plac'd me near him, | 
To breathe her Sighs, and warm his languid Heart. 
Alaſs! my Fear to looſe him will deſtroy him! 
My laviſh Tongue has prais'd him to our Ruin. 

Zara. Yet Bajaxet, poſſeſs d of Lite and Empire, 
May find a Time 

Ata. I muſt avow my Weakneſs: 

A thouſand Jealouſies diſturb my Reſt: 
My Rival courts him with a Train of Honours ; 
Oppoſes Empire to my feeble Charms; 
And tempts his Youth with all the Pomp of Glory. 
My only Bribes are Sighs, and ſilent Tears. 
Yet, Zara, twill be nobler to controul q 
Theſe Sighs and Tears, and join to crown my Hera. | 
It ſhall be ſo; I'll counterfeit no more; 
T1! plead his Cauſe in earneſt. But Roxana 
Willſoon be undeceiv'd : That gallant Prince 
Knows not to feign—— Her diſappointed Heart 
Will 1 all, + turn to Hatred, Murther : 7 
whither will this wild Diſorder drive me? 5 
He Ber not dic Can't thou deſcrve, fond Maid, | 
Thar he ſhou'd periſh for thee ? 


AF 
7 
1 


Zara. Oh! Conccal 
Theſe Tears, theſe jealous Pangs. They'll ſhew your 
Roxana's Interview with Bajazet (Love. 


Will ſettle all your Doubts. Look up to Heav'n: 
The Virtues of your Prince will ſtill protect him. 


Ata. 0h! thou, who do ſt thy righteors Juſtice prove 
On Crimes of Falſhood ; if the Frauds of Love 


Merit thy Wrath, yet ſoften the Decree ; 
Save him, and aim the vengeful Bolt at me. 


The End of the Fir A C 7. 
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Ac r. II. 


Bajazet, Roxana. 


Noxa. DRIN CE] the determin'd Hour at length is 
4A come, 
Reſerv'd by Heavnand me to give you Freedom. 
Nothing reſtrains me; now, this very Moment, 
u perfect the Deſign my Love has form'd, 

give into your Hands a mighty Empire: 

But what I give, your Virtue muſt maintain. 
& 2 Dangers will threaten ; but the Hero's Soul 

" "Fhines forth with double Luſtre when oppos d. 

n has ſeen the Army - they are yours: 
; he pious grave Expounders of our Laws 
' Wave made your Cauſe, Religion; — Acomat 
Fommands this City: He's your faithful Creature. 
hat Crowd of Slaves and Mutes who guard this 
Palace, 
e: Pepend upon my Nod All Things are ready : 
4. Bravely repulſe your Brother's murthering Hand, 
And wear his Crown. The Sons of Mahomet 
Have oft aſcended thus the Prophet's Seat. 


. 
7 


-4 
by 


ee One Favour I requeſt ; one only Pledge, 

\ve. Por all this wond rous Waſte of Faith and Honour: 
n: That you'll vouchſafe to let the hoary Mufti, 
ſacred Wedlock, authorize my Conduct, 

nd ſanctify the Faith my Love has given: 

ſcſhall the World applaud me when they ſee 
Phat I perform'd for you, was for my Husband. 
Baj. How, Madam 

Roxa. Wherefore do you ſtart, my Lord ? 

there a Bar between us and our Joys? 

Baj. You know our Empire, jealous of its Pow'r, 


Yet let me not repeat the ungrateful Law. 


0 T. Rox d. 


14 I SULTANESS. 
Roxa. I know when barb'rous Bajazet dethron d 
Young Ibrahim, the captiye Emperor 
Bcheld his Spouſe chaind to the Victor's Car, 
And drag'd thro' Aa to adorn his Triumph. 
Since then, the Sultans, jealous of their Honour, 
Rarely ſubmitted to the Nuptial Rites. 
But Love's a God-like Paſſion, that diſdains 
Cold Policy and the dull Forms of State. 
Great SHman, your glorious Anceſtor, 
From whoſe triumphant Sword the vanquiſh'd Globe 
Receiv'd its Laws, ev'n he, this Sohman 
Confeſs d the Pow'r of Roxilana's Eyes. 
Fir'd with her Charms, at once the gen'rous Prince 
Raisd the fair Grecian to his Bed and Fhrone. 3 
Baj. Tis true; but when you look on me, Roxana} 
Think what J am, and what was So/ymar : 1 
He Glorious, Great, in the full Tide of Pow'r; 
Ag yt, ſubdu'd, acknowledg'd him her Lord; 
Rhodes, the ſtout Barrier to our growing Empire, 
Bow'd to his Sword; from Perſia to the Danube, 
The conquer'd Nations trembled at his Name. 
But what am I? a Slave, who live by Bounty; Þ 
Friendlefs, proſcrib'd, immur'd within theſe Walls ; 3 
And only known to be, by my Misfortunes. 1 
Shou'd I once looſe b Hears I ſeek to gain, | 
Will they, when they ſhall ſec us ſunk in Pleaſures, is 
Believe my Dangers, or your Tears lincere ? 1 
Deceive me not by Sohman's Example, 
But think on Oſman's Murther, wretched Oſman : 
His fatal Marriage juitify'd the Deed, 
And authoriz d Rebettion. — Yet a while 


Let us attend Firſt give me Pow'r and F reedom, Ji 
And leave my Gratitude to pay the Debt. on 

Roxa. I underitand you, Sir ;—I am too raſh ; Do ne 
I ſee, nothing eſcapes your prudent Foreſight. Drive 
Well have you weigh'd ev'n the minuteſt Danger, I one 
In which my thoughtleſs Paſſion wou d engage you. Irg'd 


Loi 
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Fou coldly talk of Laws, of Honour, Fame; 

And raiſe imaginary diſtant Dangers. 

But have you too foreſeen the certain Ruin 

That waits your Diſobedience to my Will. 

Know then, tis me you are to pleaſe or fear. 

demember, that this Palace is your Priſon ; 

hat I am ſov'reign Miſtreſs of your Fate; 

hat you muſt ceaſe to Live, when I to Love. 

XZ 3Baj. I hold my Life from you; and I believe 

*F ou think it for your Glory to preſerve me. 

obe When you have placd the Scepter in my Hand, 

My Heart, my Tongue ſhall own a juſt Allegiance ; 

Fat duteous Homage, that reſpectful Friendſhip, 

nce Munich Gratitude demands. Tis true, my Life 
yours; but wou'd you wiſh 

a, Roxa. No ! Bajazet; 

Feaſe to torment me with thy forc'd ReſpeR. 

vill no longer preſs you to conſent. 

Wence, then; retire ; back to that joyleſs Priſon, 

Vhence my vain Love had freed a thankleſs Slave. 


Vhat means my ſtruggling Heart ?— Can I demand 
ſtronger Proof than cold Indifference? 
s he onee mord? tho he beholds my Heart 
Is ; Torn with diſtracting Pangs ! No; unconcetn'd, 


Unwarm'd, he tamely reaſons with my Paſſion. 

| I fee thy Purpoſes ; thou idly hop'ſt, 

That, thus intangl'd in one Treaſon with thee, 

A cannot, dare not, diſengage our Intereſts. 

Nut know, thy Brother loves me {till His Heart 
bound in mine.—Thy Death will ſooth his Rage; 
Ind with thy Blood Il! expiate my Guilt. 
Fhat, that alone, will juſtify my Conduct 
om, ſhall be done. Thou dy'ſt, this very Now. 
Oh! Bajazet, I feel, I feel I love thee ! 

Po not deſtroy us Both! Let me not go, 

Drive me not out to Rage, to wild Depair! 
zer, WW one raſh Word, a Signal ſhou'd eſcape me, 

you- rg'd by thy cruel Uſage, thou art loſt. 


You 
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| Baj. No, take my Life; obey your Sultan's Orders. | 
My credulous Brother will reward the Crime, 
And keep you ſtill the Favourite of his Heart. 
Roxa. ts Heart! his Heart! injurious Bajazet ! 
Canſt thou believe, when T have loſt the hopes 
Of reigning in thy Breaſt, I ſhall deſcend 
To Amurat — And let a meaner Paſſion 
Wear out or but deform thy Image here? 
No, no, my Life is wreath'd in thine ; 'tis thine: | 
I furniſh thee with Arms againſt my ſelf. 
E-prithee do not triumph o'er my Weakneſs : 
Alas, my Rage was all Exceſs of Fondnefſs ! 
On thee depends my Life ; on thee my Death. 
What is it ſtirs you thus, your lab'ring Breaſt 
Is — — ſay Bajaxet. 
Tis __ the Loſs 
Of Lie or Empire but, I mult ſpeak. : 
Roxa. How then? What ſay you! there's ſome 
hidden Cauſe, 3 
Some dreadful Secret, which I know not yet : 
3 Shape it wears, produce it; ſpeak! 
Baj. Madam, the Choice is eaſie: Either raiſe 1 
Your Pris ner and conduct him to the Throne; he 
Or I attend the Word, receive your Victim. And 
Roxa. Enough, 'tis done | —- You ſhall be ſatisfy'd! And 
A Guard there. 


N 1 1 — 
Roxana, Acomat, Bajazet. | i 


Roxa. Vizier, I have chang 'd my Thoughts. 
Remember, Sultan Amurat's your Maſter. 
Cloſe all the Palace Gates, double the Guards; 
And on your Life let none preſume to enter 
IRE the accuſtom'd Orders. 


| 
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] SCENE III. 


Acomat, Bajazet. 


. 5 
een 1 
ly Prince! What do I hear? I ſtand confounded! 
„Vat have you done? All, all our Hopes ate ruin'd! 
nc: hence this Diſorder : Whom ſhall I accuſe ? 
Dh! Heavn! — 
"Z Baj. The fatal Moment is arriv'd. 
"Roxana is offended : Vengeance follows. == 
Jou and your Friends muſt think of ſome Retreat. 
know how fat my Friendſhip has expos'd you, 
And hop'd one Day to recompence your Love: 
ut tis no more. 1 | 
R 3 Acom. Whence roſe this ſudden Change 
om ut now the whole Serag/io was in Peace; 
Ind how the Tempeſt roars, and wrecks us all. 
Baja. She has commanded tne ro wed her. 
Acom. How ! "OL VE IS 5 
Pur Prieſts will thete oppoſe her; yet, I think. 
The Cuſtom is not authorizd by Reaſon ; 

„And ſhou'd be laid aſide, when Self-defence _ 
fy And Safety of the State plead ſtrong againſt it. 

Baja. Then muſt I to a Bond-Maid owe my Crown? 
2 Acom. Yet, Solyman, vicorious Solyiman. 3 

Kot preſs'd like you, with Dangers, deign'd to wed 
Wis Captive Maid. 
= Baj. He was not bound like me: 
hat he perform'd, proceeded from his Choice: 
W's Slave, tis true, found Favour in his Eyes: 
o baſe Neceſſity impos'd the Yoak ; 
ut, free from Obligations, Love alone 
ade her a generous Preſent of his Heart. 
Acom. But yet, you love Roxana ? 
Baj. My Dear Vinier, | 
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My Heart is wounded, and that Death thou ſeeſt, 
Which points upon me, 1s my leaſt Misfortune. Vi. 


Oh ! that my Sword were drawn ! that in the Field Sbe 
The bloody Field, we might contend like Men Of 


For this Imperial Prize !— Brave Acomat, 1 
Might I yet warm your Heart with ſuch a Hope! Urn 
Alafs! I have but ill repaid your Love. | Kee 


Atom. Yes ; if we periſh now, you are the Cauſe. | 
Speak but one Word to ſave your felt and us; 
1 But one kind Look woud calm Roxana's Brow. 
1 The Janizaries warchtul, wait my Word; 
| The Prieſts, who rale at Will the giddy People, 
| 
| 


WI 


Attend to guide you tchro' the ſacred Port, 
| Where firſt our Sultans make their Royal Entry. 
| Baj. Oh! Vizier, Acomat; if ere thy Prince 
| Was dear to thee, preſerve me from this Debt, 
8: This heavy Load of hated Benefits : 
| Let me not'owe my Glory and my Life 
| To a vain Woman—— Sammon all thy Friends ; 
Force the Seraglio —— Thou ſhalt ſee thy Bajazet 
' if Bleeding, and cover d oer with glorious Wounds, 
| Puſh thro” her num'rous Guards of Mutes and og 
Acom. Conſtant they wait around, and watch eaci? 


1 Motion. | 3 
t | Oh! be aflur'd, ſhe will Genre her Vengeance ; . 
1 | And on the firſt Alarm, your Life is loſt That 
| hus all our Zeal to ſerve you, will be cevitleds, | 
Promiſe to wed - Roxana. —— The tond Woman A. 7 | 
Will truſt your Word ; and when you're free | Dh! 
Baj. How, Vizier! Pe 5 
Atom. Nay, redden not, nor check me with yon - 


What! Know you not the Sons of Ottoman. (Bros 
Deſcend not to keep Faith with Slaves Thoſe Herocy 
Your Anceſtots, who, by the Right of Arms 1 
Rul'd half the Globe, were Maſters of their Oaths 
And the State's Intereſt was their only Law. 
This holy Throne of Mahomet was founded 

On violated Leagues, and broken Treaties. 
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„ HZ Baj. Tis baſe, tis moſt inglorious, Vizier No; 
Diſhonour waits on Perfidy. The Valiant 

ied {Shou d bluſh to think a Fallhood : 'Tis rhe Crime 
Of Cowards 
Acom. Prince, my Soul applauds and loves you : 
© muſt admire that Vertue which deſtroys me. 

1 See, fair, Atalida: — that beauteous Maid 

ule. | Win join wich me to ſave you from your ſelf. 


SCENE IV. 


Bajaxet, Atalida, Acomat. 


1 

1 Ata. Leave us, brave Acomat; and try to moderate 

Nox anas Rage. She now prepares her Vengeance: 
Phe has herſelf, beheld the Palace Gates 

All closd ; and we within, remain her Pris'ners. 


1 Cry all thy Eloquence ; exert thy Skill : 


3 Haſte : We have no Time to looſe in ble Words. 
et 
ie. SCENE V. 
aucniog 
cac! 1 Bajazet, Atalida. 
ö Bai. Tis fix d, Atalida; tis certain now, 
7 hat I muſt die, or never more be yours. 
hy, am I held in theſe unworthy Bonds, 
2 Kad tortur d thus, to periſh by Degrees? 
Dh! beauteous Maid, behold th' unhappy Fruit 

4 Pr counterfeited Love l This I foretold : 

od at you wou'd have it ſo—Hide, hide your Paſſion : 


Bro Ph! let not the Sultana ſee your Tears; 
eroc hey will betray you; hence; preſerve your Life. 

Ata. No, Bajazet: — Tour Love, your Fondneſs 
aths for me, 
Too long have ſtruggled with your Fate in vain. 
come determin d, to ſurrender all 
hold moſt dear: Leave me, and reign ; Roxana 

D 2 Claims 
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Claims you ; I mult reſign 
Baj. What ſay'ſt thou? Leave thee ! Ihil 
Ata. Tis my Requeſt. I have conſulted here; Df h 

My Heart reſolves it : ---- Tho' ten thouſand Pang, Oh! 

Ten thouſand jealous Torments rend my Boſom, Relig 

My Heart refolves it: Once I thought with Horror No: 

That I cou'd bear your Death, but not a Rival: h 

Your Death (forgive the Weakneſs of my Love) *? 

Did not then ſeem the greateſt Evil to me. 

But now 'tis preſent to my View ;— my Soul 

Sinks under it ; — and I can bear, my Lord, 

Never to hear or ſee you, ſo yau live. 

I know, with what a conſtant, ſteddy Mind A 
You dare confront your Fate: I know your Heart Ba 
Wou'd, with a pleaſing Pride, give your laſt BreathFert 
For me: and dying ſo, confirm your Love. Wis 
Alais, alaſs! my Heart is trembling, fearful ; ne 
I muſt not, cannot, dare not ſee you die. o 
Oh! meaſure your Misfortunes by my Courage! Mo: 
Expoſe me not to Trials too ſevere; | 
Too quick for Senſe. 

Baja What will become of thee, 

When I ſhall celebrate theſe faral Nuptials ? 


y 
ts 1 * 0X41 


Ata. Ask not, my Lord, what will become of me Imu 
Whatever is my Fate, I will ſubmit : Whit 
And, midſt my flowing Tears, enjoy this Comfort, Fare 
That you yet live, and live at my Requeſt. Dies 


Baj. And think'ſt thou to effect thy cruel Purpoſe A. 
Know thy Commands to make me falſe, are Crime, MW | 
Wou'd fink me down beneath the meaneſt Slave, exa 
Shou'd I obey 'em Think Atalida, LE 
Our Loves from Infancy to Age have ripen'd Her 
By juſt Degrees; fond of the ſecret Bleſſing, 
We jay'd in Silence o're our mutual Treaſure. 
How often have I ſworn eternal Conſtancy ! 
No; Jet Roxana ſeck another Bond-Man. | 
What ! ſhall I wed her to preſerve my Life ? 
A Lite that has no Comfort but in thee. 


Re 
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f doxana offers me her Love or Death; 
nile poor Atalida, too ſenſible 
Df her triumphant Rival's Pow'r, reſigns, 
ings, Oh! glorious Maid, worthy thy Godlike Race!) 
n, MRciigns her Heart, her Life, to ſave her Lover. 
rror No: Let the Sultaneſs command my Life: 
: bh! can't thou think I will redeem it thus? 
Ata. Yet, you may live, and not be falſe to me. 
= Baj. Say, then, Atalida ; propoſe the Means. 
Ata. Roxana loves you; ſpite of all her Rage, 
She loves you. Gently ſoften her Deſpair. 
Kppaſc your Words and Looks ſhou'd give her Hopes, 

hat you one Day 
art Baj. I never can conſent : 
eat Fertue forbids it; and it muſt not be. 
is true, I hop'd (but vain are all my Hopes) 
*Dne Day, diſcharg'd of this inglorious Bondage, 
To ſhine in Arms; by Toils and manly Dangers, 
To aſſert my Lineage, and deſerve to reign. 
Fer neither Love nor Glory tempt my Soul 
To uſe unworthy Means: No, my Atalida; 
will no more diſſemble with her Love: 

ll to Roxana; bid her hope no more. 
me! I muſt prevent thy moſt unjuſt Deſires, 

Which nothing, but thy Fondneſs can excuſe. 

fort, Farewel, Atalida; remember Bajazet 
Dies conſtant to his Honour and his Love. 
doſe Ata. No, barb rous Man, you ſhall not go alone: 
ime l lead the fatal Way: If we mult periſh, 
Koxaxa's Hand ſhall join us both in Death. 
Fs ; Tl inſtruct her in the dreadful Secret: 
Her Jealouſy will drink with eager Th irſt 
My Blood and J deſerve to die her Victim. 
Baj. Oh! Heaven! what would you do? 
23 Ata, Cruel! unkind ! FE on no 
Can you believe, 1 am leſs ſenſible 
Than you, of what is due to Love and Vertue ? 
Ott as my falt'ring Tongue has feign'd this Tale 
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Of Love from you, to footh the blinded Queen ; 
So often has the riſing Blood o reſpread 
My guilty Cheeks : Will you not once attempt 
What I ſo many Times perform'd for you? 3 
Her Heart already, Sir, has ſeal'd your Pardon: 
One tender Word will ſoften all her Rage 3 
I mark d her; when with Love and Anger torn, 
I ſaw the ſtruggling Paſſions combat in her; 
Still Love prevail'd, and over-rul'd her Rage. 
Do not deſtroy your ſelf ; give her a Hope; 
But one uncertain Hope, and you difarm her. 1 
Oh! fave your Life and mine! — muſt I then knee] 
And beg of Bajaxet, my Love, to fave me? N 
Baj. Tis well. you have prevail 'd once mor 
my Tongue 
Shall contradi& my Heart. --- Oh! righteous code of 
Where! where ſhall I find Words ? 
Ata. That Heaven, you mention, 
Angels of Light, the Genii of the Jult ; | 
Thoſe Guardian Saints, who watchful, guide che 
Of virtuous Lovers; all will dictate to you. (Hearts 
Away; I muſt no more appear between you: 
Your Griet or mine, wou'd certainly betray us. 
Be gone !----Remember that my Life is yours. 
It muſt be done! — and tho' my Soul recoils 
At the Deceit! yet ſtill it muſt be done. 


9 4 
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While Bajazet's hard Sentence I remove, 
J wreck my Vertues, to preſerve my Love. 


The End of the Second ACT. 
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Acr III. 
N B l. 
| Atalida, Zara. 


a. C AN it be, Tara? Is his Pardon ſeal'd ? 
Zara. A Slave diſpatch'd this Moment from 


Roxana, 
Fx ought back the joyful Vizier to ber preſence : 
paſs d along with eager haſty Steps. 
1 Ata. What did he ſay ? What is determin'd, Zara? 
Y | He ſpoke nee. but a Eluſh of ſudden Lran- 
＋ port 
t on his Face, and told the pleaſing Change 
rana has revers d her harſh Decree : 
Id now perhaps the Nuptials are preparing. 
Ata. Soft Peace, and tender Love — Ye flatter- 
= ing Joys 
Mat fed my credulous Hopes: Farewel for ever: 
old my too painful Heart! do'ſt thou repent 
Me noble Deed : Have I not done my Duty ? 
Zara. What new Alarms? What Terrors now 
| poſſeſs you? 
ta. What Charms, what new Engagements have 
boblig' d her 
this 7 ſudden, and unlock d for Change? 
1 at! Will he marry her? 
Zara. I know not Madam; 
r if he buys his Freedom at that Price, 
he performs what your Commands enjoin d, 
Ihe ſhou'd wed her 
Atal. Ha ! what fay't thou ? Wed her ! 
\ © 2. How! do youthen repent the generous Means 
hich only can preſerve the Prince's Life. | 
Ata, No, no, I know what 'tis I ought to do ; 
Theſe 


r 
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Theſe jealous Sentiments croud on my Thoughts: It 
Yes, he muſt wed her ; that alone can ſave Are 
The Life of Bajazer ; twas my Defire, = - 
My laſt, dear, pious Wiſh, that he might live: The 
One Comfort have left, one pleaſing Thought, Exp 
That I ſhall die worthy my Royal Maſter. The 
Zara. How die! why ſhou'd you mention Death No 
my Princeſs ? aps of cl 
Atal. I've loſt my Love What habe I more tn C 
looſe ? I 
Is there a Danger or a Fear remaining? bi 
Oh! can'ſt thou think my Death wou'd be an Evil, Ma) 
Which thus prevents an endleſs Train of Woes? 4 
He lives! --- enough! —-- He lives by my Requeſt. 
What then have I to do with Grief or Joy? I 
And yet, alaſs! may I not juſtly think, - 
When I have offer'd up this Sacrifice, 
This Heart : That Bajazer will drop a Tear, 
And wifh my Faith had found a happier Lot. 
Yet hold — Il hear from Bajazet my Doom: 
He ſhall pronounce it. 
Zara. Hide your il|-tim'd Grief ; 
It will betray you both: Behold, Atalida ! 
The Vizier comes; let him inform your Doubts. | 


$SCENKR II. 
Atalida, Tara, Acomat. 


A 


Acom. Once more the Lovers are agreed: A Cain 
Succeeds this Storm, and all our Fears are vaniſh 
The Sultaneſs, diſarm'd of all her Rage, | 
Prepares to ſhew the wond'ring Populace 
The Standard of our Holy Mabomet, 

Which Bajazet muſt bear; while I ſtand forth, 
And tell our Muſſulmen why this dread Signal 
Is now produc'd ; and fill their Minds with Terror 


e * 
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$ : It will prepare this Change. -- Munthinking Crowd 
Are govern'd only by their Ears and Eyes. 
et, Madam, now permit me to renew 
Fr he Memory of what my Zeal was promis'd. 
Expect not from a Soldier, worn in Arms, 
Thoſe ſoft Endearments with which beardleſs Boys 
eat love our green Virgins Hearts; --- No, Royal Maid, 
this firm Breaſt has ever been employ'd 
Yre H In Cares for you, worthy my Age and Honour, 
If a long Vaſſalage; if conſtant Services, 
uch as all owe to your immortal Name, 
Evil, May ſpeak. 


Aa. You ſhall have Time to count your Merits, 
uct &— Well then, you ſay theſe Lovers are tranſported? 
LAcom. You know what Pleaſures fill the raviſh'd 
Minds 


f two fond Hearts, charm'd with each others Beauty. 


Ata. Yes! — but I was at firſt ſurpriz d to hear 
his unexpected Change ; this ſudden Turn. 
+ e will eſpouſe her then? 
Acom. So I believe. 
left th' unhappy Couple, as I thought, 
omplaining, croſs d, fall'n out with Love and Fortune; 
ts. rait I retird, and in a Brigantine 
*Reſolv'd to ſave my ſelf and my few Friends; 
2W hen juſt as we embarq'd, a Slave recall'd me, 
Ind brought me back with Joy to the Seraglio : 
There I beheld the bluſhing Loveſick Queen, 
Wetending to her youthful Hero's Words, 
Calder Ears and Eyes were loſt in Bajazet ; 
niſh F'th Extaſy ſhe heard him plead his Pardon. 
The ſilent Court gaz'd awful on the Prince, 
WJ iille he declar'd his Love: Within that Circle 
imoyable I waited on her Looks, 
hen ſhe with Eyes, that ſhow'd her raviſh'd Heart, 
ave him her Hand, the Pledge of future Faith, 
error hich he receiv'd. ks 


E Aa 
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Ata. Alas! > My tortur'd Soul! v 
This was too much. —— | CA/id'8 

Acom. When now ” they both perceiv'd me, g 
Vizier, ſaid ſhe, behold your Prince and mine; 
Brave Acomat, receive him as your Lord. 
Go; Let th' Imperial Honours be prepar'd, 1 
The joyful People wait to attend their Sovereign, 4 
Beneath the ſacred Banner to the Temple. 3 

Proftrate I fell before his Godlike Preſence, 4 
And kiſs'd his Robe; - Then, as my Duty prompted 
] flew to bring you this tranſporting News. £ 
My Duty, Madam, will excuſe my haſte ; 
I muſt await our new-created Sultan, 
And fix th' Imperial Turbant on his Brow. 


SCENE HII. 
Atalida, Zara. 


A 


Ata. Let us be gone; let us retire, my Zara, 
We will not interrupt their Bridal Joys. 

Zora. Can you then think ? ------ 

Ata. I know no not what to think; 
Doſt thou believe I will behold theſe Nuptials? 
The Prince is ſafe; Roxana is appeas'd : 
Alas! I little thought that Bajazut --- E 
But why ſhould I complain? 'twas my Deſire: 294 
Has he not readiiy fulfill'd my V/ill ? 
Yet am I much ſurpriz d, to nd the Prince 
Cou'd plead with ſuch perſuaſive Eloquence, 
A Cauſc to which his Soul ſecm'd fo averſe: 
Then jealous of his Faith, and tirm to Honour, 
He cou'd not bear to feign one guilty Word. 
And yet perhaps his Words were cold and forc'd, 
To ſooth Roxana's Rage, as I requeſted. 
Perhaps tho they were forc'd, her eager Love 
Bcliev'd the little that he ſaid ſincere. 
Perhaps his generous Heart, at lalt was mov 1 | 
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a ber he beheld her ſacrifice her All; 


Yu 4 er Faith, her Love, her Power, and Pride to ſave 
Perbaps he thought, by Graritude ſubdud: chim. 
$A nd conſcious of the Debt; --- No, Zara, no, 
That Thought has fix'd ten Thouſand Daggers here. 
Alas! how fruitful is my jealous Mind, 

n Reaſons that diſtract and tear my Boſom. 
Lara. Yet he's not crown'd, nor has he yet eſpous'd 
ait the Succeſs with Patience. (her. 
Ata. My dear Zara, 
hen I prevail'd on him to ſee Roxana, 
did not give up all my Intereſt in him. 
ou'd I believe after that tender Paſſion, 
Vhich warm'd our mutual Souls; this Interview 

Wou'd give him Joy and Tranſport? — No, my Zara, 
My jealous Heart wrongs him and tortures me. 
Yet why was I ſhut out from all his Councils? 
Wave I ſo little Share in Bajazer ? 

Wy does he not attend himſelf, and plead 
His Cauſe in Perſon ? --- No, he roll not ſee me, 
e cannot bear his Heart's too juſt Reproaches, 
And therefore tis he ſhuns my hated Preſence. 
And yet tis fit it ſhou'd be thus - My Eyes 
? q Vou'd wound him ; they in ſpight of me wou'd talk 
Dt Gratitude, of Friendſhip, Faith, and Love. 
„ e neer ſhall ſee me more --- 
Zara. — Behold the Prince. 


SCENE IV. 
Bajazet, Atalida, Zara. 
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Baj. Tis done, I ſpoke, your Orders are obey'd! 
ou have no more to fear: My Lite is fate ; 

ind I might be molt happy it wrong'd Faith 

ind injur d Honour did not check my Joys. 

bes, it this Heart, which now with ſecret Pangs 


Reproaches me, cou'd pardon like Roxara : 
E 2 Bat 


0. 
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But I am now no Slave, my Bonds are off, 
Thus Maſter of my Freedom, and my Sword; 
No more my Silence, nor thy trembling Tongue, 
Shall combate with a guilty Woman's Paſſion : 
Embattled, arm'd, Ill meet this Tyrant Brother, 
There in the tented Field, in noble Dangers, 
Let us contend for this Imperial Prize. 
Hah! what do I fee? --- Why doſt thou weep, 
Doſt thou repine at my unjuſt Succeſs ? 
Ata. No, Sir, I murmur not at your Succeſs, 9 
Heav'n, Righteous Heaven, who wrought this Won. 
der for you, 
Knows Pokey what Prayers and Tears I ask'd your 
Li Cy 4 
And while I breathe, your Eyes muſt witneſs for me, 
Your Dangers only buſied all my Cares. I 
I ſacrifice my Life without Regret. 
Indeed if thoſe good Angels who preſide 
O'er virtuous Love, had liſten d ro my Vows, 
I might have hop'd for a more happy Death; 7 
Theſe Eyes wou'd ne'er have ſeen you wed my Rival 
What, was there then no other Way to melt N 
Her ſtubborn Rage, no lower Price than Marriage? 
Yes, you have amply recompenc'd her Love; 3 
Yer this ſweet Thought will comfort me in Death, 
That 'twas by my Command; for Love of me, (Tt u 
You mov'd her Heart at leaſt ſo I believ'd. Ich 
Baj. Why doſt thou vainly thus diſturb thy Peace ne 


Why dot thou talk of Love and Marriage Joys? Md 
Has One 1njurious Accent wrong'd my Faith ? What 
Has my Heart feign'd one Falſhood to preſerve us? Mh 
Roxana's Warmth expounded my Return, ran 
A certain Proof of Love: She caſt her Eyes With 
In Paſſion on me —— while in Tears of Joy = 4:7 
She vow'd eternal Faith; her forward Speech tho 
Prevented all my Words, and anſwer'd for me?  MyP 
She gave into my Hands her Life and Fortune, beg 


And founded on my Gratitude the Hope, b e's | 
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FT he certain Hope of future Love and Marriage. 
© bluſh'd to ſee her credulous Heart deceive her; 

Flame ſo tender, ſo unmerited, 

Gave me Confuſion ; — which the blinded Queen 

ö geliev'd to riſe from an Exceſs of Paſſion. 

Ny Silence was perfidious, I betray d her; 

And 'tis my Crime, that in that cruel Moment, 

I guarded to the laſt my guilty Tongue, 

To ſave my Love. 

1 Ata. Forgive my doubting Mind, 

Af the beliey d you hers, might I not tremble ? 
illions of Fears fill each important Moment, 
nd croud my buiſy Brain when thou art abſent, 
un now my Love I fear! 
aj. Tis moſt unjuſt, 

Thus when my Heart, pierc'd with its own Upbraid- 
Mctires to thy lov'd Boſom for Relief, (ings, 
Jo beat it back again: Unkind Atalida ! 

Poſt thou afflict me with a broken Heart? 

ad Death, and injur'd Faith? — I ſee thy Fears, 

hy jealous Fears prevail oer all my Vows, 

And paint me to thy Fancy falſe and perjur d: 

It is not to be born! here let us fix, 

Jet us remove theſe Colours; they delude 

Ind torture us, while we deceive Roxana. 

Jet us appear before the haughty Queen, 

. Sch as we are; ſuch as our Fate has made us: 
eace Ine Heart, one Soul; let us ſtand up in Vertue, 


on 


„out 


2 Md brave our guilty Fortune; — Ill declare 
lat I have ſaid was all pretended, feign'd, 
us ? L d hide our mutual Paſſion. --- But ſhe comes, 


aua comes: Now thou ſhalt ſee, my Love, 
With what a ſteady Mind Ill meet my Fate. 
Ata. Good Heav'n! what muſt I ee ? Oh Bajazer, 
thou didſt ever love me; 3 if my Life, 
Wy Peace, my Honour, cer were dear to thee. 
| veg thee do not undeceive her now. 
e's here; remember Prince. 


The 5 SCENE 
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SCENE V. Iv: 
Bijaxet, Roxana, Atali da. 


Rox a. The Time is come, 
The happy Moment is at laſt arriv d, 


Now rang d beneath our holy Prophet's Banner, Ra 
The whole Seraglio calls you to the Throne; Bu 
The numerous Slaves who fill this awful Palace, MW! 
Aſſe mbled by. my Orders, wait my Will: Dic 
Accept theſe Subjects which my Love preſents, Per 
The firſt in duteous Homage to my Lord. rh 
Ah, cou'dſt thou think, my Friend, that ſo much 1 
Love, [To Atalida] 1 
Cou'd ever have ſucceeded fo much Rage? Me 
Did I not vow this Day ſhou'd be his laſt, T 
That I wou'd never hear, or ſee him more? His 
The Vow that Love occaſion'd, Love has broke ; hot 
I ſaw his Mind diſorder'd and confus' d, Erni. 
J pardon d all, the Nuptials are preparing, WT bi: 
I know him Noble, and believe his Word. 


Baj. Yes, I have promis'd, I have given my Faith 
Never to live unmindful of the Debt, F — 
The mighty Debt my Gratitude muſt pay; 1 
I've ſworn in ever- living Truth and Duty, 
To thank you with my Services, and Life; 
And if this Price can pay or purchaſe ought, 
Im free; if not, I muſt remain your Slave. Lear 


SCENE VI. Wb 1: 
Roxana, Atalida. : 


Rox. Amazement! Heav'n: what is it ſtrikes my Soul 
Illuding Viſion ! Do theſe Eyes deceive me? 
Were not his Looks o'crcaſt with Diſcontent, 


W 


His Words all frozen, and his Accent cold? am 
Ala gui 
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Alas! I thought his Love ſincere and fix'd, 

EZ What! does he then repent my Rage appeas'd ? 

How long! how long! will thy raſh Love delude thee? 

SHah! You were talking with him; tell me, Madam, 

FHow were his Thoughts employ'd ? 

Ata. On Love and You. 

EZ KRoxa. On me ! ---You ſce he throws away his Life, 

1 Rather than counterfeit a Moment's Paſſion. 

Mut ſay wherefore when Joy ſhou'd be the Subject, 

Why when all Eyes and Hearts were fill'd with Tranſ- 

Pid he retire to wail with you his Fortune? (port? 

perhaps you can explain the mournful Cauſe, 

hat thus (Oh Righteous Alba) blaſts my Hopes. 

nuch Ata. I did not mark this melancholy Air, 

lida It has not croſs'd my unobſerving Eyes. 

Sc wcary'd me with talking o'er your Bounties ; 

ow while you enter'd, evn now his Heart, 

Wis grateful Heart, was full of Love and You. 

te; {Whou'd he ſcem otherwiſe, no wonder, Madam, 

WT his ſolemn Hour, big with his future Weal, 

his ſacred Criſis of his Fate and Fortune, 

May ask for Solitude and ſerious Thinking; 

Faith paſſing Care may overcaſt his Mind, 

And for a Moment cloud his chearful Brow. 

2 Roxa. Madam, you plead his Cauſe with great Ad- 

Ata. What other Reaſons can — (dreſs ! 

23 Koxa. Enough ! enough! 
know your Reaſons better than you think; 

Leave me : ---- I too have need of Solitude; 
Whave my Cares and Fears, like Bajazer. 
Wh leave me for a Moment to my Thoughts. 


SCENE VII. 


Roxana Alone. 


2 


a, 


Which way ſhall I interpret what I ſee ? 
am deceiv'd, betray d; they both have held 


Ala guilty, loving, curs'd Intelligence: Why 
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Why did the Blood forſake her guilty Cheeks ? 
Why ſhou'd ſhe ſtart and tremble 2 Why ſhould he | 
Behold me with Aſtoniſhment and Horror ? | 
To what unworthy Shame am I condemn'd ! 

Is this then the Reward of all my Love ? 

Have all my waking Cares and ſleepleſs Nights, 
My Plots, my dark Intrigues, my Breach of Faith, 
My violated Vows and hated Treaſons, 
Serv'd only to promote a Rival's Intereſt ? 

Yet I may wrong my ſelf, and him, and her, 
And this may be th' Illuſion of my Fears; 
Wou'd ſhe ſolicit with ſuch a Zeal a Marriage, 
Which muſt for ever root up all her Hopes ? 
Or cou'd his generous Heart repay me thus ? 
It cannot be ; I fright my ſelf with Shadows : 
And yet, alas! doſt thou not know too well 
Love's Empire; what is Gratitude or Duty? 
Thoſe Ties ſhou'd bind thy Heart to Amurat, 
If I conſult my Reaſon then ---.- Who's there? 


SCENE VIII. 


Roxana, Zatima. 


Zat. Your Pardon, Madam, that I thus preſume 
Uncall'd to break into your private Moments ; ; 
A Slave is from the Army juſt arriv'd. 

The Port that opens on the Sea was clos'd ; 
But when the Mutes, who guarded it, beheld . 
Their Sultans Orders, they obey'd and trembled : 
And to my great Surprize, this Slave was Orcan. 
Roxa. Orcan ! 

Zat. Yes he, our Sultan's faithful Creature, 
That executes without Remorſe his Will. 
Africk, his Native Country, never bred 

A Soul and Body more of one Complexion, 1 
His ſullen Mind gleams thro' his darken'd Viſage : | 
I have detain'd him in the next Apartment, 
Till I receiv'd your. Pleaſure. Rox 


Rox. Zal ima, 

hat can his Orders bear? What can I anſwer ? 
is certain the-diſturb'd and jealous Sultan, 
ſecond Time demands his Brother's Head, 

t till that Blow muſt be by my Command; 
pr all within this Palace yet are mine. 

t ought I, ſhou'd I now defend his Life? 
Amurat, or Bajazet, my Lord? 

he one I have betray'd, the other me; 

me preſſes, Doubts perplex me, teach, adviſe: 
What's to be done? With artful Guile theſe Lovers 
nceal their Hearts, but Love cannot be hid. 


"3 


h, { 


If the dumb Voice her tuneful Aid denies, 

It eloquently lightens in our Eyes; 

If both are filent, the ſtrong Paſſion breaks 

Its rapid Way; each Sigh and Motion ſpeaks ; 
EV'n now Love's Power does my whole Soul employ; 
And my torn Heart will know no other Joy. 


The End of the Third ACT. 


age 
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Acer IV. Sorxs L 
Atalida, Zara. 


an Je Now thou my Fears > Know'ſt thou wit! 
in this Palace 
T've ſeen the dreadful Viſage of black Orcan ? 
What Dangers wait on ev ry Moment's Breath > 
What Fears incloſe me round ? — But ſay, my Zar 
Will Bajazer ſubmit to ſee Roxana? 4 


And once more try to mitigate her Fury, 4 
Zara. She will no more be ſeen; ſuch are 4 
Orders: 5 
She fears this Slave, and: wou'd conceal from him m 
Her hey rous Paſſion. While her Thoughts were b 
d - 
On 8 I perform d your laſt Commands ; 
I ſaw the Prince, and gave into his Hands 
Your Letter, Madam : This contains his Anſwer. LR 
L Gives her a Le 
And: 
Atalida reads. I 5 
« Why ſhow you urge me on to new Deceits ? i 
Why thug.tnare.tmy upright Sout to Falſhoods ? . i 
« But lint. you ſay your Life depends on mine, 4 | 9 
« Be ſatisſy d, that I defire to lire. 1 
« Ill ſee Wogau By ſabmiſſive Looks, ® J 
« Perſwaſive. de. and Vows of Gratitude, 1 Ata. 
“J will endeavour to appeaſe her Rage. 7 ah 
« Let this ſuffice - But, Madam, neither Life ws 
Dor Death, nor h Yu ſelf, can e'er prevail Y rag 
« To make my perjupd Lips pronounce, I love 5 * 
« Since while I live, "my Love is fix'd on you. 5 
KRoxa 
f our 
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\Jaſs ! what ſays he: Can he then believe 

know not that he loves, that he adores me? 

No, Bajazet, tis not Atalida, 

It is Roxana thou ſhould'ft thus perſwade: 

Wence Jealouſy, thou fatal lying Fiend, 

hou falſe Seducer of our Hearts, begone ; 

love, and am belov'd : Oh ! perfect Joy! 

orand too, ſhall be appeas'd once more. 

ence, Zara! let him know his Eyes, his Mouth, 
Lare not ſay his Heart) mult ſtill perſwade, 
Zu, Nlaſt ſtill deceive. 

Lara. Madam, the Queen is here. ; 
Ata. Hold! let me hide this Letter, 'twill betray 


Wit b 


EY us. L Hides the Letter in her Boſom. 
him SCENE II. 
ere b | 


ialida, Zara, Roxana, Zatima, and Women attending 


Roxana with a Paper. 


[Roxana aſide to Zatima.] Theſe Orders, Zatima, 
will probe her Heart, | 


nc, Xx 


Madam, are you inform'd of what has paſs'd ? 
Aa. F've heard a Stave is from the Camp arriv'd, 
Wt whar Commands he bears, as yet I know not. 
1 9 The Sultan is triumphant: He returns 
„ aorious, haughty Babylon is conquer d 
1 Ata. How ! Madam, 7 — , 
Nj Roxa. Oſmyn was ill inform'd.---- 

Ata. Oh! Partial Fate! 

Roxa. To fill the Meaſure up, 
Ai our Misfortunes, Amurat is coming. 


F 2 Ata. 


Cz 


36 Ihe SULTANESS: 


Ata. Will not the Perfan Arms retard his March 
Roxa. No, nothing ſtops the Victor's fatal Progreſs 
Before to Morrow Sun extends the Shades, | 
He'll thunder at our Gates: All, all is loſt. F 
Ata. Then wherefore do we talk? 'Tis Time to acts 1 


hi 

Be ſwift, exert your Power, and fave us all. Foo 
Rexa. 'Tis Time to think, when we oppoſe a Conf The 
queror. et 


Ata. O Heaven! | 
Roxa. Time has not ſoften'd yet his Heart; 
Behold what he commands; this is his Will. 
Ata. What does he then command N. 
Roxa. Behold it, read it, 
You know his Hand and Signet; read it, Madam. 
Ata. It is the Writing of fierc: Amurat. 


Atalida reads. 
© Before this haughty City prov'd my Power, 
« I ſent an abſolute Command, that Bajaxet 
e Shoud die; I hope thoſe Orders are obey'd. 
« Orcan confirms my Will: If you aud. 
« Your Life, when next you ſhall appear before mf 
* Producethat Traitor's Head, and ſave your own 
Roxa. You hear his Will: 1 
Ata. Hold, hold my ſwelling Hearr. LUA 
Rexa. What are your Thoughts of this? —_ 
Atu. Can he ipurſue 
His parricidal, cruel, bloody. Purpoſe > 
Will he proſcribe a Prince without a Crime 
Preſum'd; inconſcious of all Guilt but Love: 
Tho' yet he knows not that you Love, adore him F 
That Bajazet and you make but one Soul; 
That if he dies, you periſh. -—-- | 
Kexa. Madam, II- 
I woud preſerve the Prince: I cannot hate him, 
But — 
Ata. — But what have you reſoly'd 7 
Roxa. To obey. | 


k 
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Ata. To obey 

Noa. Lou ſee what Dengers urge me ou, 
; He muſt —— 

4:a. How ! muſt he die that loves you thus: 
o act he Prince you love What! muſt he die by you? 
our Hours and his were deſtin'd to one Courle ; 
Con rue joyous Moments had begun their Race; 
Net em not periſh by your Hand, Rexaxa. 
Rixa. Tis done! — the fatal Orders are obey d: 
Ata. Fainting.] Oh! Bajaxet ! 
Zat. She ſaints! aſſiſt me, Zara. 
Rox a. Aſſiſt, and lead her hence to my Apartment : 
\ 5 ſhe recovers, watch each Look and Motion, 
ive me more Proof of her perfidious Paſſion, 


SCENE III 


arch! 
greſsh 


Roxana alone. 


At as my Rival has reveal 4 her Guilt; 

pon her Faith, I founded all my Hopes; 

All my fond Hopes, of Love and Bajaxet. 

ix tedious Months, each Anxions'Night and Day, 

_ Atalida, my Friend, I thought 

Roe was the faithful Guardian of my Love 

\nd lo! fix tedious Months, each Night and Day, 

ber moſt faithful Slave have watch'd for her, 

J uarded her ſofteſt, deareſt, odious Moments. 

Falſe Woman! Doating Fool! Oh! tis too plain, 

Miſery is painted on her Viſage ;- 

ho' whelm'd in Grief, yet ſtill a glimmering Hope 

FF oints thro), and tells her Bajazet is hers; 

His Life, his Life alone is all her Care, 

But let him live or die, ftill J am loſt, 

What! ſhall I wait 'till ſhe explains her Perfidy 

With her own Mouth? "Tis Time to act, Roxana, 

he Sultan comes apace, fierce Orcan threatens ; 

et em both die, III wait no farther Proof. 1 
"dls 


re my 
ownk 


4 7 


bim ; 


m, 
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o make my perjur d Lips pronounce, I love her, 
ing Since while I live, my Love is fix d on you. 
als F 
ind 


er 


then, the Treaſon is reveal'd in full? 

is plain; and I can be deceiv'd no more. 

retch! Wretch! unworthy of the Light and me. 
live again, I Reign; yes, my Heart bounds, 
Wxulcs with Joy; the Treaſon is diſcover'd. 

Jo more tormenting Doubts ſhall rack this Boſom, 
Ny Fury now has Scope; let it then rage. 

e dies, Revenge! Fly, let the Mutes be ready; 
ad 'em prepare the fatal String, he dies. 

n Zatima fond Love has now no Room 

Within this Breaſt; here Vengeance governs all. 

IX Zat. — Madam, 
WM Roxa. Say ſt thou? 

Zat. If it might not diſpleaſe, 

in this Tranſport of your Rage, you deign 

Wo hear a trembling Voice that loves and ſerves you; 
is true, the Prince's Crime is worthy Death, 
t ſure you muſt believe that Amurat 

at this Time more to be fear'd than he? 

ou'd ſome unfaithful Tongue, as ſuch there are, 
Wiicloſe this fatal Story to the Sultan; 
as! you know too well, that Hearts like his, 


Wa never be regain'd, when once offended : 
8 ſudden Death, and at this very Moment, 
% ou'd prove your Paffion, not your Duty mov'd you. 


, * W£x2. With what tyrannick, cruel Pride they both 
Wiulted oer my weak believing Mind? 
Wridions Wretches! ye ſhall pay the Price; 
is Triumph ſhall be purchas'd with your Blood. 
WF The Miſtreſs of the World, ſet high, and crown'd 
WJ ith all the Gifts that Fortune cou'd beſtow ; 
% Bajazet, did I not ſtoop to raiſe thee ? 
There Miſery's cold Hand had laid thee low, 
o comfort thy Diſtreſs, to ſave thy Soul 
fem Death, and fill thy Days with. Peace; —— ans 
＋7 ac 
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What have theſe Bleſſings that my Love has laviſh'd, 
Produc'd ? My lab'ring Heart is ſick with Anguiſh- 
Thou weep'ſt, unhappy Wretch ! thy Tears are juſt ® 
Thou thought'ſt his Love thy Debt, and vainly hop 
Such Benefits wou'd move the coldeſt Gratitude. --.. 
Still 2 thou weep ? — Forget him, drive him fron 
thee ; | 
[Pointing to the Letter. ] He guards his Life only i 
pleaſe my Rival ; ö 
Ah Traitor! Traitor! —— 
Zat. Still the Moments waſte, 1 
The Sultan haſtens forward, think in Time. 4 
Roxa. Is he not dead? Art thou not gone? Sta 
Zatima, LL 7 —_ 
The Work ſhall be my own; — I'll act my Vengeani 
With this Right Hand, Tl ſee th' ungtateful Tyrant ? 
You, Zatima, retain my Rival here, e 
Her Shrieks ſhall waken his expiring Spirit, 
And point the Sting of Death--- Guard, guard her wel 
I' be her faithful Servant ſtill. — My Hate 
Defends her Life. — Yes, if to fear his Loſs 
Was almoſt fatal, — what muſt be her Torture, 
When ſhe beholds him pale and dead before her? 
When thoſe fair Lights, that twin'd their wanto 
Beams | | no 148 
With hers, and fill'd her Love with curs'd Delight, 
Are hx'd—whert thoſe dear Lips, that Godlike Form 
Are ſpoil d of Breath; a mangled lifeleſs Corps; | 
Will ſhe not then feel theſe tormenting Pangss 
That ſtab my Heatt, Rage and Deſpair like me? 
She will, that Object ſhall avenge her Treaſon, | 
And ſatisfy my Wrongs. — Secure th' Apartment, 
With a dead Silence wait the fated Moment, 
Let none, none enter here, till return 
Ill Who is this that dares defer my Vengeance 


— - 


Ro 


1520 I! 
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S CEN E V. 
Roxana, Zatima, Acomat, Oſinyn. 


ij l Ewaſte 
Acom. What ſtops you, Madam ? wherefore do we 
Fne precious Sands of this important Hour? 

he Laing Multitude are all aſſembled, 

patient, full of fancy'd Hope, and Fear. 

Whey from your Hands alone expect their Signal: 

hy does this Palace at this ſacred Moment, 

Weep an inactive, a deſtructive Silence? 

clare, delare; let us not vainly wait. 

Sta N. Vizier, be ſatisfy d — I will declare. 
en. And yet your Looks in deepeſt Sorrow ſunk; 
4 eak other Thoughts; Say, Madam, what has 
abe happen'd ? 

rant Rona. Know Vizicr then, your Bajaxet is falſe. 

JW 4com. He falle ! Ps 

Roxa. Perfidious, baſe, ungrateful, 

has betray'd us both, —— 

Acom. HOW 

Roxa. This, Atalida 


* 


wotthy Prize! for her we both have labour d: 


10p 


ww 


fron 


** 
bay 


r wel 


? | 
antoltted, intrigued, betray d. 
Icom. Hah ! 
;oht, xa. Read that Paper; 


Fre ever Wrongs like ours? Have we not both 
brac'd a pois nous Aſpic in our Boſoms? 


> us not ſtill defend this Traitor's Life; 

* > WO, let us rather patiently ſubmit | 

„ hat the Conqueror's Juſtice ſhall impoſe ; 

en us appeaſe him with this Sacrifice. 

int, Am. This Outrage was to me; How durſt he thus 
{aken thoſe Hands were lifted to protect him: 

* ace and perfidious! Throw your Cares on me, 


ana, truſt your Vengeance to my Conduct. 
Lexa. No, Acomat, I'll not be rob'd of that, 


idious Fortune ſhan't deftaud me too 
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Of my Revenge! No, let me think a little: 
I will prepare Horrors beyond account, 

To wait in order each ſuceeflive Moment; 
Diſmiſs your Friends, and leave to me alone 
The Guidance of what yet remains undone. 


Acomat o Oſmyn going. ] Hold Ofmyn! yet we me 
not leave this Place. T̃bport yo es, 

Oſm. How! whither does your injur d Love t ane 
Your Vengeance will be ſatisfy d; tis weak, Pro 
Unmanly to behold your Miſtreſs die. [Oſm Wor 
Acom. What doſt thou ſay? Can ſt thou believe, de Mit 
That this ridiculous Paſſion ſtirs my Blood; 1 
Wou'd to juſt Heav'n Roxana's injur d Honour ec 
Cou'd pardon Bajaxet, as 1 Atalida. Dt. 


Oſm. Why, Vizier, wou'd you ſtill defend the Prin he 
Acom. Without him 'tis not in her Power to ſave vm 0) 
Doſt thou not ſee us leagu'd, and bound in one? NM. 
Tis fated, we muſt live or die togetber. hi. 
Oh curs'd Event of Councils well advis'd! 
Blind Prince] or rather thou blind Miniſter ! I 
Yes, it became thee well, thy Years and Honours, 
To truſt the Movement of this mighty Wheel, 
To a trail Woman, and a Loye-ſick Boy. I 
Oſm. Why, let em periſh in their idle Quarrels; 
It is determin'd Bajazet mult die ; 14 
Then ſave your ſelf: He only can reveal 
Our fatal Councils: Let your vlianat Friends 
Be conſtant, and you'll find the Sultan's Wrath 
Will with his Death be ſoften'd and appeas d. 
Acom. The Love-blind Sultaneſs might reaſon thu 


Jam grown white in Arms, beneath three Sultan 
I know this Throne holds never erring Maxims: BF we 
I've ſeen my Fellow-Servants bleed for Virtue ; ike 


I've ſeen em fall Examples of great Merit, | 
And jealous Power; 'twou'd'be the heighth of Fo 
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2 
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bs 
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ro hope for Lite — Nothing remains but Death, 
Between an angry Maſter, and his Slave. 

Oſm. Then fly! 
3 Acom. Hah! I will fly, dear Ofmyn ; 
Put firſt, I'll put in act an Enterprize 
Shall mark the Time, that our Sons Sons may ſay 
Twas done like Men and Soldiers. Amurat, 


1 m. e'll, like an Earthquake, ſhake your Seat of Empire; 


es, Bajazet ſhall live; Why do we gaze 
nd ſtand aſtoniſh'd ? Let us urge our Fate, 
royoke our Fortune : Bajaxet ſhall live, 
or us, and for his Friends, and for Roxana; 
pite of himſelf, we'll fave him from this Ruin. 
Thou ſaw'ſt how readily her trembling Heart 
Mcclaim'd him, when I ofter'd to revenge her; 

Pt Love I little know, yet I dare anſwer, 
Prine he cou'd forgive the Man that ſhou'd preſerve him. 
ave i 0ſm. What can inſpire this nobly raſh Reſolve ? 
ne? exana's Word will drive us hence for ever. 
his Palace ſwarms. | 
= A4com. With Slaves and beardleſs Eunuchs, 
red in enervate Luxury and Sloth, 
ST urs'd in the ſleepy Shade of this Serag/:o. 
My Brother, Fellow-Soldier, Friend, hard Fortune 
as joyn'd us both by the ſame rigorous Bonds; 
out thou yet ſecond me, and draw thy Sword 
nce more, beneath my inauſpicious Conduct. 


t you 
e tac 


O. 


e 3 ds : | 


”" 
_ 
EPO 


wr 


Acom. A brave and choſen Body of my Friends, 


h tend us, Oſmyn, at the Palace Gates; 

J. [now the ſecret Windings of this Labyrinth, 

n th Ind can conduct them, where deſpairing Bajazet 

altar ay find a better Lot. Away then march ; 

ms: we muſt die, {till we ſhall fall like Soldiers, 

F tke Men that durſt look up, and meet their Fate. 
5 The Hero's Soul defies the Tyrant's Sword, 

Fo He is himſelf his own imperial Lord; 


Wo Tortures can diſmay, no Chains can bind, 
No Fears alarm, no Dangers ſhake his Miud. 


The End of the Fourth ACT. 
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Oſm.You wrong me, Vizier; — it you die, -I periſh. 
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Acr V. 
SCENE I, 
Atalida. 


Laſs! I ſearch in vain!— Oh! Bajaxet, . 
ie 


Where art thou? Gone! --- For ever gone fro - 
me / 1 | 
Why am I left within theſe Walls alone ? : | on 
My beating Heart boads' Miſchief. All is loſt | 
[Searching for the Letter. 
Ah! what avail'd it thee to hide with Care, 
And cloſe his fatal Letter in thy Boſom. 
Roxana's Preſence ſcatter'd all thy Spirits: 
Her Voice, her Menaces, her bloody Orders 
Enfeebld my weak Frame, and ſtruck me dead. 
The Women, her too faithful Miniſters, 4 
Are vaniſh'd all !—— What will become of me? Pub 
Ye cruel, barbrons Hands! Is this your Succour ? i 
I dearly purchaſe your inhuman Aid! 1 
A deep and awful Silence guards this Place, ⁵ 
And Horrors dwell around! Alaſs ! Atal:da, 
What haſt thou now to fear? What more to looſe 3 
My: Bajazet is dead ! or dies this Moment! 
And thou thy Rival's Pris'ner ! Hark ! the Doors 
Fly open N o, now 1 ſball learn his Fate. 


SCE N ©: 
Roxana, Atalida, Zatima. 


Roxa. Retire! 
Ata. Madam, if you cou d pa 8 — 
Rona. en EN | N ou 


v © 


Retire 


— ——_— ——— — — 
— 
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Retire Be gone ! Reply not! Tis my Wil! 
Guards, take your Pris ner. 


SCENE III. 


Roxana, Latima. 


| Roxa. All Things are prepar'd, | 
fro) Fierce Orcan, and the Mutes expect their Victim. 
SIG q Let am I ſtill the Miſtreſs of his Fate; 


\nd can defer it: — But, ſhou d he attempt 
oft | 


ter, ow did he take my Meſſage ? Will he come? 


Lat. Suſpecting not his Deſtiny ſo near, 

e ſeem'd with Pleaſure to obey the Summons, 

\nd now a Slave conducts him to your Preſence, 

Roxa. AbjeR, --- and poor of Spirit! juſtly 
ſcorn'd ! | 


- And only fit to be deceiv'd ! —— Can'ſt thou 
5 Pobmit to let him come; and bear again 
: F o fee him triumph over all thy Weakneſs ? 

1 Think ſt thou to frighten, or perſwade his Soul? 

vr mou d he yield, can ſt thou conſent to pardon ? 
da, No, no - Too long he has abus d my Fondneſs! 
woſell will no more attempt his harden'd Heart : 
nt! No! —Let him periſh quick! — But ſee; he comes. 
ors 

1 SCENE IV. 


Roxana, Bajaxet. 


Roma I ſhall not tire you, Prince, with vain Re- 


E : 

The Moments are too precious to be loſt. 

ou know what I have done. To ſay no mos 
ou live :— And 1 repine not, that my Love, 

; y Benefits, cou d merit no Negara. ret 

Retire a T ho' 


| 2 ne Step beyond his Bounds, he dies. Say, Zatima, 
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Tho', to 2 noble Mind, ſuch laviſh Kindneſs N 
And ſuch uncommon Love might have their Weight 
And partly recompence the want of Charms. 

But, it ſurprizes me, you e er cou'd think 
Falſhood and Treachery were fit Returns | 
For ſo much Faith and Lovę; that you cou 'd Rood 
To feign a Paſſion which your Heart ne er felt. 

Baj. How, Madam! 11 — 

Roxa. Yes, Lou! No more; no more: 
Strive not with Words to varniſh ore thy Guilt; 
Nor let thy perjur'd Lips prophane that Paſſion, 
Which thou doit only feel for thy Atali(aa. 

Baj. Atalida ! —— What idle buſy Tongue 

Rox a. Read: And deny that Writing if you 90 

Baj. I have no more to 7 4 — F Line 

Roxana, | | q 
Reveal the Secret of a mantel Pali on. 
How often have you {cen my labouring Breaſt 
Ready to burſt with Sighs': I durſt not vent 
I love her; I confeſs it: And my Heart, 
Engag'd even in my Childhood, cou'd admit 
No foreign Gueſt. t 

Roxa. Tortures! Diſtraction! Death l 
Well, Sir; go on, go on: but ſtill remember, 
The Time is ſhort: This Moment is your laſt. 

Baj. You offer'd me at once, both Life and 10 


3 ' 
-== 
12> 

I | | 


f a 


Ire : 

Cou' 1 reject ſuch Offers Lou believ'd T ho 
(What moſt you wiſh'd) That I muſt love the Givi Det 
I ſaw your Error, and forbore to check it. he 
What cou'd I more ? ---- When you Nees voa. 
| Paſſion, olle 
And once had deign'd to Parley with your r Slaye: Ba 
Your Safety then requir'd I ſhou'd comply. Un 
Hgw ill this Fraud became me, you can es To fl 
How oft have, you reproach d my, guilty Silence? Ho n 
The more I ſaw my promis d Hopes advance, ud 


The more I pity'd you, and blam'd my ſelf. 


— — — ̃ —U— —1 ðVͤP —— — — - ———— 
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— — — — —— — 
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is, Heay' nz that ſearches, all * {Lhoughts, _ | 
nowW-w , f A 
ſhould not have repaid. with empty. Vows. | 
TT his might 2 Debt. No, Madam, if Succeſs | q 
Mad open ro my Gratitude. the Means, Fee N 
amply ſhou d have recompenc d your Bounty, 
ſnou d have crown d your molt aſpiring Wiſhes : _ 
_— by our ſelf might fay — | 
/hat coud'ſt thou do? | 
1288 can ſt thou give, vain Man, beſi des thy Heart? 
' hink'ſt thou thy idle Vaws can profit me? 
Pot thou not then remember who I am ? 
"FL he Sultaneſs, great Amurats Vicegerent LES ac) 
3 ho rule, beneath, his Influence, half the Globe! 1 
{ And what I ne er muſt hope to find in thee) 
MT he Sovereign of his Heart! Thus, rais'd in Power, 
Wolt thou believe I will abaſe my ſelf . 
4 o herd: with Slaves ? ſcorn d. of the Man I crown, 
And live upon my hated Rival's Smiles! (more 
I But I have done dhe Moments waſte. Once 
Reſolve my Doubts.— Behold the Sultan's Orders, 

he Mutes attend. Wilt, thou yet live and reign ? 
Petermine: — Speak : --- Reply. 
Baja. Qbey the Sultan. 
Kea. No, Bajazet ! + I will defeat. . pride! 


. . 
t. 


Tay haughty Soul aſpires to periſh for her! 
d 1 & or curſt Atalida. But ſhe ſhall die. 
he Mutes ſhall ſtrain the fatal Cords before thee : 
Thou ſhalt behold each captivating Feature, 
Gir Deform'd and ſwoln with ſuffocating Blood. 


hen ſhe is gone, I may poſſeſs thy Love. 
Vn theſe Conditions you obtain your Pardon. 
ollow me, and live. 

Baj. Cruel, bloody Woman! 

not accept it but to punifh thee : 

To ſhew the World how I abhor thy Pride: 
To make a great Example of thy Crimes, 
\nd leave thy Name a Curle to future Ages. 


d 50 


ye: 


l. 
ace? 
4 
Wretch 
Ye 


4 „ WIR F ©; 
48 The S u LTANE SS. 

- Wretch'that-I am! abandon'd to DiſtraRion ! 
Oh, let me not provoke you by my F renzy | 
To ruin her! Alas, ſhe is innocent | 
Of all my Rage, my Falſhood, my Injuſtics? pot +: 
Far from preventing your intended Nuprials 
She has conjur'd me to renounce her Love, 


And give my ſelf to you. Be juſt, Roxana, rr fr 
And ſeparate her Vertues from my Crimes. Pall 
Let your whole ſtore of Vengeance fall on me: e 
Haſte ; execute my Brothet's bloody Orders, te) 
And let me die, at leaſt, before I lets you. e 8 
The cruel Sultan does not ask her Life. nd, 


Oh, ſpare her then! Grant this my laſt Waben; „ e 
Add this one Boon to all your former Kindneſs, F 

If ever, Madam, I was dear 
 Roxa. No more —_ 
A Guard there! Take your Pris air! Nen more 1 
Perfidious Man, ſhalt thou behold my Face rm 


SCENE V. 1 84 
Roxana, Latima. 4 
Zat. Atalida requeſts once more to ſee Nu; * , 


She begs ſhe may be heard but one ſhort Moment : | 

She urges Bus'neſs, Madam, that concerns 

Your ſacred Life and Safety. 
Roxa. Let her come! 

Haſte, Zatima, and follow Bajazet ; 

Be thou the Witneſs of my juſt Revenge, 

And bring me early Notice of his Death. 


SCENE VI. 


Roxana, Atalida. 


Ata. Madam, I come not now to coüunterfeit, 
To act the Friend, and to abuſe your Goodneſs: . 
Abaſh'i ene 


— — — r ( — 
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A baſh d, confounded, worthy of your Hate, 
come to ſpeak'the Secret of my Heart, 

Fo own my Crime, and yield to your Reſentments. 
s, Madam, I confeſs I have deceiv'd you. 

rg 'd by my Love, when e're I ſaw the Prince, 

ar from obeying you, in all I ſaid, 

A all I did, I ſtudy'd to betray you; 

ov'd him young, and won his Heart betimes, 
"Were yet we knew, alaſs, what 'twas to love! 

Ine Sultaneſs, his Mother, joyn'd us both, 

d, dying, ratify'd the fatal Union. 


KB oxa. Do'ft thou then hope to move me by this Tale i 
Eceitful Woman! 


Aa. Yet vouchſafe to hear me; 
Pu lov'd him ſince, and happy had it been 
e th for your Peace and mine, had you but known 
J Heart, or I been ignorant of yours. 
Fannot, Madam, diſavow my Guilr ; 
1 wear by Heaven, that ſees my juſt Confuſion; 
all the immortal Race of Ottoman, 
4 God-like Anceſtors, who now in me 
Wc proſtrate at your Feet; by them I ſwear 
at Bajazet ſtands clear of all my Falſhood. 
Eyes ar laſt were open to your ens 

5 s Heart was ſenſible to all your Bounties: 

Wy Jealouſy was buſy to pervert 
Ins generous Purpoſe, and to injure you. 
Epractis'd every Art to ſap his Virtue ; 
Wy turns I try'd Reproaches, Tears and Rage; 
A 
I 


usd him with my Death; gave him no Reſt, 
al I this Day, this moſt ill- fated Day, 

clted freſh Pledges from him of his Love; 
Ede him retract his Faith, his Vows to you, 
d drove him headlong to our mutual Ruin. 


doxa. How! then — I thought —— No, no! it 
K cannot be; 
. Nee your Drift, your little Arts are vain ; 


abr longer I believe; no longer you deceive.” | 
Ata. 


He and his impious Friends have forc'd their Paſſag 


. ee ne 
— — 
- — 
— * —— —— 
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Ata. You may believe me, I reſign the Prince; 
Impute his paſt Indifference all to me, 
And think he will at laſt repay your Ardor. 
When I am gone, the cauſe of his Unkindneſs, 


No jealous Fears will interrupt your Loves. 4 
Yet, Madam, though my Crime does merit Death Wecy 
Let not my Sentence be pronounc'd by you. nis 


Remember he once loy'd me, and who knows, 
Shou'd you approach him crimſon'd with my Blood, 
But it may wound his yet too tender Heart ; 

Give him Diſtaſte, and fill his Soul with Horror. 
You may intruſt your Vengeance to my Hands; 
For I am grown impatient after Death, 

And ſhall be ſpeedy to perform your Will. 

Go, Madam, go, and reign with Bajazet, 3 
Crown the young Hero, and confirm him yours ; WW 
omg Life, F Il anſwer for my Death. : 
Go, Madam: I ſhall Rival you no more, 
So ſhall your Happineſs be undiſturb'd, 

And J, at leaſt, be paſt all Senſe of Sorrow. 

Roxa. I merit not this mighty Sacrifice: 

T ſhall! be juſt to you and to my ſelf. 

Far from dividing you from Bajaxet, 

I mean this Day to join you both for ever. I 

Riſe, Madam, you ſhall fee once more your Prince. Say 

But ---- hah ---- What 1 and a confu 2. 
this unexpected Tumult? Noiſe without. 4 


SCENE VII. ol: 


Roxana, Atalida, Zatima. 2 + 
Halt 
Zar. Haſte, Madam, ſhew your ſelf, and ſtem tif 


And 

Torrent; = In 

It bears upon us. All is in Diſorder ; Stan. 
The Rebel Acomat commands the Palace, ; 


With rude Afaults, profaning the Seraglio ; 


— — ———— 


n 


LR ERS 


— —ͤ—ũ—m—— — CAA 


— 


The SULTANESS. G1 
Erbe braveſt of your Slayes, who ſcorn to fly, 

I nacive ſtand, as doubtful of their Duty, 

ZAnd think the Vizier authoriz'd by you. 

S Roxa. Audacious Traitor! Zatima, do thou 

TAs thou ſhalt anſwer for her with thy Life) 

Secure my Captive ; while I fly to quell! 

nis daring Treaſon, and aſſert my Power. 


SCENE VIII. 


Atalida, Zatima. 


Ata. Alas! I know not what to hope or fear; 
or whom to tavour in my ſecret Wiſhes ! 
If e er thy Mind was touch d with ſoft Compaſſion, 
Aſſiſt a Wretch that pants and gaſps for Comfort. 
do not ask thee to betray thy Miſtreſs --- 
Oh Zatima When didſt thou ſee the Prince? 
May I yet hope he lives? 
= Zat. Unhappy Princeſs ! 
I dare no more but pity your Misfortunes. 
Ata. Has then Roxana ſentenc'd him to die? 
Zat. ] muſt be ſecret, and approve my Faith. 
Ata. Inſulting Zatima ! perverſe of Mind! 
ay only whether Bajazet yet lives. 
AZat. Shoud I reply, my Life muſt pay the Forfeit. 
Ata. Oh, tis too much ! ---- ſtrike here, and give 
4 full Proof 
Of thy curs'd Zeal to ſerve a Tyrant's Will, 
tTransfix this Heart, more wounded by thy Silence; 
Slave to a Slave! and both alike inhuman ! 
Haſte, ſpill the Blood for which Roxana thirſts, 
n th And ſhew thy ſelf accompliſh'd for her Service. 

In vain thou ſtand'ſt my Guard, Ill force my Way: 
Stand off ! I'll ſee my Bajaxet, or periſh. 
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SCENE IX. 
ad 


Atalida, Acomat, Zatima. 


Acom. Where ! where is Bajazet ? Inſtru& m 
Madam 4 
Shall I yet live to ſave him ? : 
Ata. Oh my Fears ! 5 
Acom. Already have I trayers'd the Seraglio. 23 Of 
Courageous 72 leads on half my Friends; 4 
The reſt have ſeconded my bold Attempts. Prca, 
Srill as I paſs, I meet a Herd of Daſtards, - 
No Foes, but flying Slaves and fearful Women. 
Ata. Alas; I cannot learn his Deſtiny ; 
This Slave alone can tell. 


Acom. Speak Traitreſs, ſpeak : | 
Tempt not my Vengeance : lead me to the Prince: — 
He 

SCENE X. Th 

eltr 

| Hralide Acomat, Zatima, Za hen, 


Zara. Madam 
Ata. What bring'ſt thou, "IP ? 
Zara. Ceaſe to fear, 
Your Rival, your once dreaded Foe 1 is dead. 
Ata. The Sultaneſs! 
Zaru. And what will more ſurprize you, 
She fell by Orcan -— Orcan gave the r. 
Ata. Howl Orca! | 
Zara. Failing in his curs 4 Deſign 
On Bajazet, his Fury fell on Ert. 
Ata. Oh Righteous Heav' n then Vertue is thy band 
Care, | vair 
He lives ! he lives! | Pa Viaier and aſſiſt . eath 
Fly, bring him back to Life, to Love and Empire. os 
| rot 


Zara. 
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Zara. Behold where Oſayn comes ! He ſaw the 
a Deed, 

And may in every enn Ae you. 


SCENE XL 


Atalida, Acomat, Zara, ode 


ö Acomat. Say, is Roxaua dead ? 
23 0ſm. I ſaw the Aſſaſſin 

Draw the warm reeking Poniard from her Breaft ; 
q 3 )7can, to whom the Secret was intruſted, 
lade ſhew of Friendſhip to inſure her Ruin. 
ſeems the Sultan had diſpatch'd him hither 
Vo ſacrifice the Lovers, one by one 
Xs we advancd our Arms, he cry'd aloud, 

le Muſſulmen, behold your Sultan's Orders, 
Fall proſtrate, and adore the ſacred Signet; 
Hence ye profane, and quit this holy Palace. 
Thus having ſpoke, he left the Sultaneſs 
eltring in Blood upon the Marble Pavement ; 
Then, marching forwards, with his goaty Hands 
All in our Sight, diſplay d the fatal Mandate 
That authorizd his Murders. Stung with Rage, 
Mc ruſh'd upon him, and with lifted Sabres 
Fveng'd on him the Death of --- Bajazer. 
Ata. Of Bajaxet 
Acom. What ſay'ſt thou? 

Oſm. He is dead, 
ew you not this? 
94:4]. Oh Heaven! 
5. The Sultaneſs ! 
dit in her Fears, diſtruſtful of your Succours, 
pandon'd to her Mutes his precious Life: 
vain I felt his Corps for vital Warmth ; 
eathleſs he lay upon a Heap of Slain, 
raſping a Sabre deeply drench'd in Blood : 
Croud of Slaves, enobled by his Hand, 


s thy 
ire. 


Zara. Ac- 
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Accompany'd his Fall, and like a Hero 
He brav'd his Foes, and triumph'd even in Death. 
But, Sir, ſince all is loſt, we muſt be ſpeedy 
To ſave our ſelves, and make a quick Retreat. 
Acom. My cruel Stars! te what am I reduc'd ! 
Madam, I feel your Loſs in Bajazet ; 
It wou'd be fruitleſs now to offer Comfort; 
Indulge your Fears, and give a looſe to Sorrow. 
Life is not worth my Care; but I muſt live 
To ſave my Friends, intangled in my Guilt. 
For you, fair Princeſs, whoſe diſaſtrous Love 
Wou'd melt the moſt obdurate Mind to pity ; 
If in ſome diſtant Climate you wou'd loſe 
The ſaid Remembrance of this mournful Place; 
My faithful Friends ſhall wait upon your Will, 
And guide you whereſoe're your Wiſhes lead : 


Fince 
= A: 


Witt Think, Madam, while I yet command this Pala * 
104 Ata. Then farewel all! --My groundleſs Jealouſic J 
4 My baſe Suſpicions, my capricious Fears, 


Wh And wicked Arts, have murder'd Bajaxet. 
. Roxana and the Sultan both are Guiltleſs. | | 
1119 Have I then lov'd thee, only to deſtroy thee ? 

| | And can I bear the racking Thought and live ! 


—Enough, Atalida ! — It muſt not be 
O ye immortal Spirits of his Race | 
That hop'd to live again in Bajaxet, 
Whoſe Glory and Repoſe I have prophan'd : 5 
Thou, Mother, who firſt gav'ſt his Heart to me, 
Preſaging Bleſſings from our early Loves: 
Thou injur'd Vizier; you deſpairing Friends, 
And thou Roxana: all aſſiſt my Purpoſe ; 

Urge on the Rage of my diſtra&ed Soul, 

And take, at lait, the Vengeance which I owe. | 
i" " y [ Kills her | 

|! Ofſm. Wreſt from her Hand the Poniard. 

Ata. I have dane. 


\f Zara. Alas! ſhe faints ? ſhe dies. 
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Acom. Unhappy Maid ! 

It had been cruel to prevent the Stroke, 

Wince Death alone cou'd finiſh thy Misfortunes. 

= 4:a. Oh Bajazer ! receive me, I am thine. 

= Zara. Oh, my lov'd Princeſs ! 
2X Acom. Our Companions wait; | 
ne Galleys ſtand prepar'd ; we muſt be gone. 

n, do thou convey the Lovers hence; 

et their Remains be plac'd on Board my Veſſel; 

vill my (elf, in happier Climes, ere& 

heir laſting Monument; tis fit one Tomb 


ould 1 them both, whom Love and Fate have 
join d. 
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The Brant ſhall not, with a barbarous Pride, 
His glorious Brother's mangled Corps deride : 
In other Worlds Roxana ſhall deſpair, 

And ſoft Atalida no Rival fear : 

She of her faithful Bajazet pofſeſs'd, 

Shall find, what greatly was on Earth confeſi d, 
In endlefs Paradiſe is greatly bleſt. 
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